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ARGUMENT. | 


177 HE Deſß u of the third Satire, is, to excite in young 

Noblemen more particularly, a ſerious Attention to the 
Studies of Philoſophy. To this End, Perſius, aſſuming © 
the Character of a grave Preceptor, reproaches here ſome - i 
Student of Quality, for his Indolence and for his Intem- Vi 
perance. How ſhameful (ſays the Sage) is the Courſe of - 
| Life you are leadin " to digeſt the Debauch of the pre- 
ceding Night, you lie dozing in Bed every Day till Noon. 
Nay, at laſt, when you riſe, inſtead of employing your Time 
in learned Purſuits, you are trifling it away in fooliſh Ex- 
cuſes. You preſume, it is like, that High-Birth can privi- 
lege Ignorance ; and Wealth make amends for the Want 0 
Wiſdom. But this you will find a moſt grievous Miſtake : 
or know, he that would be happy, muſt firſt be wiſe. 


Apply then, in time, to Philoſophy ; Fe, her Dectrines, 
— rac ti iſe her Precepts. Elſe, will you ſoon ſee your ſelf 
in the Caſe of that indiſcreet Patient, who, from refufing 
to regulate his Conduct by the Dir eAjoms of his Phyſician, 
4 uffers his Complaints to become mcurable. 
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THIRD SATIRE 


O F 


PE RSI 
* OO! ſure as Morning comes, the Trade's the ſame ! 


y See, ſee ! broad Day-light (ſee, and bluſhwith Shame) : 
* Spight of thy bolted Shutters, pierces through, 


And every Chink enlarges to the View. ' 
© Yet thus we dream, thus ſnore regardleſs on, 5 
Till Day's ſerene and precious half be gone. | | 


* Sick of the Bottle, here lie we in Bed, 73 4 | | 
To ſleep off drunken F umes, and aking Head. ] | | 
Come, riſe you ?—ſee there, ſultry Sirius reigns, - - - | 
And long ago has parch'd the thirſty Plains : 10 | 1 
? —_ k © OC'rs Y 


Oe'rpower'd with Heat, the panting Flocks are laid, 
Beneath the friendly Elm's refreſhing Shade.” 


4 * 
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* 
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It can't be, ſure: replies my yawning Youth : 
But es it then, ſo very late, in Truth: ? 
My Chaths, this Inſtant 1—Slaves, . are you all? 1 5 
Waits there no Varlet, to attend one's Call ? 


Now boiling Choler ſwells his ev'ry Vein: 


He raves, he roars, he rends my very Brain. 


Twice twenty Aſſes, when they all begin 


Their hideous Concert, raiſe not ſuch a Din. 20 


But lo, at length, his Bed the Drone forſakes; 


At length, his Book he ſpreads; his Pen, he takes: 
His Papers here, in learned Order lays ;: 


And there, his Parchment 8 irnoother fide dif] plays. | 


1 But 


— 


But oh, what Croſſes wait on ſtudious Men! 


Now, the black Juice hangs clotted ee 
In all my Life, ſuch Ink I never knew: 


$ gummy thick — Dilute it, and *twill do. 


Nay, now *tis Water : and from black, turn'd white : 


Se, the Pen dinbles every Stroke [I write / 


O Wretch, and born more wretched to become ! 


Each Day contributes to thy Miſery's Sum. 
Are theſe, at laſt, our Philoſophic Fruits ? 
Quit then (ſay I) quit Vartue's high Purſuits : 
o ſofter Life, to downy Eaſe remove; 

de fed, be cocker'd, like a Lady's Dove. 


0, like a noble Babe, once more to la:: 


— — 


here, froward Maſter! ſquaw! for infant Pap: 


here, at the naughty Breaſt, be ſure to roar; 


ind at the Lulla-bie, ſcream ten times more. 40 


22 Ba 


ut 


— 


How ſhould T fludy ? — blame my Pen, not me. 


Handſome enough ! Indeed a manly Plea ! 


Such idle Pretexts, how canſt thou repeat ? 

Who is it, Trifler! theſe Excuſes cheat? 

Know, tis thy-ſelf: thy-ſelf endures the * 
Whoſe Stream of Life unheeded glides along: 
Whoſe fatal Follies (fad, but ſure, Effect!) 
Sink thee to Scorn, and doom thee to neglect. 


The ill-bak'd Jar, if rung, will found it's Fault: 
The Finger's Teſt proclaims the Veſſel naught. | 
Such wilt thou be; as yet obedient Clay, 
Soft and impreffive. Form, without Delay, 


Form it; ſubmit it to the Potter's Wheel 
Now ; let it zow the plaſtic Finger feel. 


© But why (aft thor) this Preachment why to me? 5 5 


] want not Learning; I have Means, you ſee. 
Lands, once my Father's, own me now their Lord; 

© Becoming Plenty decks my modeſt Board: 

And need I, can J, future Wants ſuſpect, 

* I, whom my Lares (guardian Powers) protect? 60 


4 


© I, who devote of every Meal a Share, 


And daily merit their continu'd Care? 


Know thy Deſires no worthier Scope than this? 
Is Wealth, is Grandeur then, Life's only Bliſs? 
Is it enough, that ſprung of Tuſcan Race, 651 


A long Deſcent thro* Pages thou canſt trace? 
Pu ſue thy Lineage thro' the Herald Tree, | 
And boaſt the thouſandth Branch begins with thee ? 


Ver. 61. Of every Meal.] The religious Ancients: never began eating of what. was provided 
for the Table, till they had firſt aſſigned their Houſhold Gods a part; | 
—— Vernaſque procaces 
Paſco libatis Dapibus. Hor. Sat. VI. B. 2. 
This humble Offering, they laid upon the Patella (which was a little Diſh conſecrated to this 


Add, 


particular Purpoſe) and thence conveyed it into the Fire. 
I 


. 1 

| 

| | 
* 7 ; 

| 

ö 

1 

14 


For this, inflated ſwells thy ſcornful Breaſt? 


But he, to Pardon pleads ſome ſmall Pretence; 


Il Add, that array'd in Pomp of purple Pride, 
ll (When Roman Knights in fair Proceſſion ride) 


| With free Accoſt, Rome's Cenſor thou canſt greet, N. 
| | And claim thy Couſin, i in the ſtaring Street : 
10 Suffices this? for this then, plumes thy Creſt? 


Go, prance to Fools; bear, bear thy Trappings hence: 7; 
| | The tawdry Show may ſtrike their dazzled Senſe ; 
Affects not me. I know thy Wants within: 

The Covering cheats not me, who know the Shi. 
How canſt thou ſee, without indignant Shame, 
Thane, and abandon'd Natta's Life the ſame ? 


Hlis want of Virtue ſprings from want of Senſe: 
| Groſs Fat involves each Fibre of his Heart, 
Grows o'er the whole, and deadens every Part. 


) 7 


Guilt- 


- 


Knows not her Beauties, while he flies her Arms: 
Immers'd ſo deeply in a Sea of Vice, 


No Bubble ſpeaks an Effort for his Riſe. 


O Joe, when cruel Crimes of deepeſt Dye, 
The Crimes of monſter Kings, for Juſtice cry; 


\nd thou, great Father of the Gods! ſhalt ſtand 
ager to ſtretch thy Thunder-darting Hand; 


This Vengeance rather, as the more complete: 
Let them behold that Virtue they forſook, 


And pine away, repentant, while they look.” 


The brazen Bull with flaming Tortures ſtor d, 


o exquiſite a Pain The pointed Sword 


er. 99. Brazen Bull —pointed Sword] The firſt of theſe two Stories, is related at large, in Lu- 


Pbalaris: the ſecond, in Ciceros T; uſculan Diſputations, V. 21. 


Guiltleſs he Wretch ! who blind to Wiſdom's Charms, 85 


90. 


let ſtay — this Vengeance let the Wretches meet, 


98 | 4 


(From 


Il] (From gilded Cielings, by a ſingle Thread, 
lmpending o'er the purpled Flatterer's Head) 


| | | How ſore a Suffering ! how immenſely ſore! 
| And yet there is, who ſuffers hourly more. 
*Tis he, the Wretch whom inward Pangs controul, 
And wring this ſad Reflection from his Soul: 1035 
Igo, Igo“ alas, beyond Recall, 
Down, down the headlong Steep of Vice 1 fall! 
| | Pale ſhews his Check, while ſmothering in his Breaſt | 
| © Lurks the dark Secret, not to be expreſt: 
| | I There muſt it lurk, there gall his wretched Life; * 
Not be imparted to his boſom Wife. 
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Whilſt yet a tender Stripling, I, *tis true, 
| Play'd then my filly Pranks, as well as you. 
Oft my poor Eyes, with Oil would I beſmear, 

And thus contract an artificial Blear. 


Il 


Elſe, with big Patriot Words and ſolemn State, 
Muſt I have mimick'd dying Cato's Fate. 
A Taſk, my pedant Maſter's fuſtian Ear 
With huge Applauſes had been ſure to hear. 


Nor had my Father fail'd his Praiſe to join, 
Thro' perfect Rapture ſweating at each Line: 
His Friends inviting, to partake his Joy, 
And mark the hopeful Progreſs of his Boy. 


For fitting to my Age, was then my Bliſs! 1285 
And all my poor Ambition, only this: 5 1 
To know what Stakes the lucky Sice would win, 
And what th* unlucky Ace wolld loſe agen 
To watch my Fellows with obſervant Eye, | 
While from the tapering Box they troll'd the Dye Jo 130 
And ſee no Lad more dextrous ſhould advance, oo y 2 2 
To teach the boxen Top it's circling Dance. i, OP 


* 7 2 
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But thy maturer, more inſtructed Days, 
3 Mow to diſtinguiſh Error $ crooked Ways: 


- Experienc'dknoy, what wiſe, what wholſome Truths, 135 
| The Porch delivers to the liſtening Youths : 

1 That learned Porch, whoſe ſtoned Walls expreſs 

I The Grecian's Joy, the trowzer'd Medes Diſtreſs. 
23 There, ſhorn Diſciples ſtudious Vigils keep; 

4 And Wiſdom's midnight Page prefer to ſleep : 140 
i With humble Huſks of Peaſe and Beans are fed, 
| And taſte no hes Luxury, than Bread. 


* has the Samar Y 8 mijruchvs make 


4a + 8 & + 


Ver. 137. That learned Porch &c.} On the Walls of the Portico, where the Stoics taught 


| 2 their Philoſophy, was painted the Victory which the Arhenians obtained, at Marathon, over the 


Medes and Perfians, The Medes were drawn habited in a kind of 75 rowſes ; a part of Dreſs, 
peculiar to their Country. 

Ver. 143. There, has the Samian Y. ] Pyrhagoras, a Native of the Iſland Samos, conſidered the 
forked Top of this Letter, as an apt Emblem of the two Paths of Virtue and Vice. The left 
Side, being broad, characters Vice; to which the Aſcent is wide and eaſie: the right Side re- 

2 Virtue ; to which the Paſſage is ſtrait and difficult. Dryden. Bend. 


, | # | | 2 There, 


There, warn'd thy raw and yet un dradio Youth, 
To tread the riing, right-hand Path of Truth. 


And art thou ſtill, as Day ſucceeds to Day, | 
Art thou ſtill, drinking, dreaming Life away ? 
Regardleſs ſtill, of Reaſon's ſoberer Law, 
Nods my looſe Head; and gapes thy yawning ny 1 150 4 


Say, haſt thou fix d ſome certain Mark in FIR MM $ 
This, do thy level'd Shafts alone purſue : © 1% 
Or vagrant follow'ſt thou, with pelting Clay, 
Each random Crow that fortunes in thy Way? i | 
Does thy Life one determin d Scope a 9 1 5 55 
Or looks thy Thought ni no farther than the #ow ? i | 
When Dropfies, once, have fix d their watery: Reign 171 


The ſwelling Patients fruitleſly complain, _ : 
And call for Helps and be, in vainn. 


C 2 Ward 


* Warn Fo hence, be wiſe : and, to the coming Il, 
Oppoſe the Doctor's nice, preventive Skill : 160 
| | Elſe, may you late, too late, for Health apply, 


When Craterus cannot give, nor Millions buy. 


1 Atrend then, Wieicl Youth! in Time attend, 


| To every natural Cauſe, and moral End. 

Look into Man, with philoſophic Eye: 468 
{ Conſider what we are, confider why. 

The Race of Life, contemplate : how to ſtart, 

And how to turn the Goal, with niceſt . 

Learn, to what Limits Wealth ſhould be confin'd; 5 
Learn, to what Uſes twas by Heav'n aflign'd 170 


bel a 
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Reflect, what Prayers with Reaſon we may frame; 


is 
il 
94 
0 
ſi 
il 
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What Debts our Friends, our Parents, Country, claim. 
| Know, we are poſted here, by Power divine ; 

And think what Poſt, that Power has deſtin'd thine. 

| 2 | Theſe 
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Theſe Points 1 thou, and once enrich d with wn I 7 5 
Grudge the greas'd Advocate, no more, his Fees. 
What tho? thou ſee'ſt his olutted Larders fraught 4 
With numerous Bribes, by rich Defendants brought? 
See'ſt Jars on Jars ſo plentifully pil'd, 7 | 4 
That e're one Half are us'd, one Half are ſpoil'd ? | 180 ” 


What tho? thou fee, ſee likewiſe, Plarntiff=Throngs bs | 1 

Hire, with refreſhing Fee, the venal Lungs? ; b a 

Envy not thou the Knave his Knavery's Price: J | . > 

Envy not thou, his Gammons or his Spice : : 8 

No, nor his Caggs of Sturgeon; ſent ſo faſt, | 18 1 

A freſh one comes while unconſum' d the laſt. ö 5 i 
3 


But here methinks, ſome rammiſh Captain cries ; | 
© This very Wiſdom, know Sir, I depiſe. 
My Scull, unfurniſh'd with this trumpery Stuff, oo 
serves all my Purpoſes ----- and that's enough. 190 | 


C Who'd 


* . 14 | 
* Who 0d wear a Scholard's « gloomy grievous Face ? 


| J A Solon-Phyz? — not I == confound the Race! 
hy Dull Rogues, who hang the heavy Head awry, 

And fix on Earth the ſteady, ſtupid Eye. 1 
1 c Balancing Words, mean - time, the Students ſtand 195 

$ 6 The Brow, contract; the critic Lip, expand. 

1 Then with a growling, ruſty, rumbling Note, t 4 


|< Mutter forſooth ! mad Gibberiſh i in the Throat. 

| * Some old ſick Dotard's dark diforder'd Dream, 

* « Their conſtant Subject, their eternal Theme. 200 
| | . Nothing (cry they) from nothing can ariſe : 1% 
| Ihe Nothing return to nothing. -==== wondrous wiſe ! 

| © No marvel if, ſuch Jewel-truths to find, 

| © They grow with faſting, pale; with reading, blind! 


N He ends: the Audience, all, approve the Jeſt; 205 
8 But Tranſ port ſwells each Soldier's brawny Breaſt. 
—_ = - 4 


On each bold Noſe, a wrinkling Sneer is found; 
And quavering Laughter echoes loud around. 


Let them laugh on: hear thou what I adviſe ; 
And let another's Folly make thee wiſe. 


A Patient once with Malady oppreſs d, 
His honeſt, grave Phyſician, thus addreſs'd: 


* feel a ſtrange odd Fluttering, here, at Heart: 


My Throat is parch'd; offenſive is my Breath; 
And Eructations---plague me quite to Death. 


Pray, feel my Pulſe, conſider well my Face, 
And ſay what Remedy befits my Caſe.” 

Cour feveriſh Caſe calls, inſtant, for Repoſe. 
nſtant, to Bed the feveriſh Patient goes. 


1 


Doctor, with Speed, exert your healing Art: 


210 


215 


Well. 


Well, the third Day beheld, in every Vein, 


Life's troubled Current once compos'd again. 


But now, alas! he ſends a jolly Jug, 
(No ſickly. Noggin, but a mighty Mug) 
To ſome rich Friend, with this attendant Line; 22 6 


© Pray fill it, with your beſt Surrentin Wine.” 


Then to the Baths, with thoughtleſs Speed, repairs ; 
And thither too, this fatal Potion bears. 


Good Sir, go home: let my Advice prevail: 


1 „ hat, you abroad! and looſ ſo wondrous pale ? 240 ' 
| © So wondrous pale ! — pho, canting, quackery ſtuff: b 
© This, Man! is nothing — I am well enough.” ; n 
Be and d, I beg ; or elſe en this, I fear, 7 
j Nothing as tis, may chance to coſt you dear. 
| Why, don't I ſee, as n0w it heaves within, 23 
14 ſtealing Dropfy bloat your fallow Skin ? 0¹ 
6. Talk'ſt thou of ſallow Skins? go, mind thy own; „ 
And let my Tutor's bee; pray, alone: wn 


Him 


3 


Him I laid long ago, amongſt the Dead; 2 
© And ſhall lay thee.” Sir, uſe your Mind. Ive fa _ 


Behold then, undiſmay'd by threatned Ill, 
Spite of all ſaving Counſel, bathe he will : 2.40 
Tho? his pale Belly, pampering Dainties bloat; 


And noiſom Fumes riſe lingering from his Throat. 


* 
4 


But, lo, the ſteaming Draught compleats the Caſe! 
Lo, ſudden Tremors every Nerve unbrace! 71 *. } 


Down from his Hand the tumbling Goblet goes: 245 
Diſtended Gums his chattering Teeth diſcloſe : 


From his lax Lips, in iſſuing Currents join, 


The unctuous Viand, and Surrentin Wine! 


3) See now the Trumpets and the Torches !----fee |! 
Our Spark laid out in ſad Solemnity! 4868 


Ver. 249. The bis pale Belly &c.] The general Cuſtom was, to bathe before Meals; but riotus 
Uluttons bathed alſo after Meals, in order to procure ſudden Digeſtion: inſtead of which, they 
vere ſometimes viſited with ſudden Death. Fuv. Sat. I. V. 143. they drank plentiful Draughts: 
# bot Mine, to promote Perſpiration. D 


Y | 


7 


Stretch'd on the Bier, bedawb'd with Unguents o'er, 


? 
4 
: 
z 


While his ſtiff Heels lie pointed to the Door ! 

| Romans of Yeſterday, their Shoulders lend; 0 

Convey him to the Pile — and there's an End. 265 fl < 
we Well: how to me, pertains this Tale ſo ſmart ? 

. Apply your Finger to my Pulſe, or Heart : 

Nor Heart, nor Pulſe, betray unwonted Heat. 

Here then, examine next, theſe Hands, theſe Feet. . 


© Miſtaken Man! they too the ſame will tell: 
© Both, Feet and Hands, confeſs that I am well.” 260 


But, ſhould ſome M iſer's glittering Hoard of Gold, 8 
It's ſudden Beauties to thy Sight unfold ; T 


? 


Ver. 253. Stretched on the Bier &c. It was the Practice among the Romans to lay the dead Bo- 
dy in the Porch of their Houſes, near the Threſhold ; that Paſſengers might inſpect it, and be F. 
ſatisfied whether there were any Signs of a violent Death. For the Benefit of a clearer View the 
Corps was ſet in the Poſition here mentioned, the Feet towards the Door. This Way of pl E 

cing the Dead was likewiſe in Uſe among the Greeks. Hom. Il. XIX, V. 212. 
The Word Porta, properly ſpeaking, implies the Gate of a City: but in this paſſage of Peri 
(and no where elle that I remember, ſays Caſaubon) it is uſed to denote the Gate of a Houſe. 
Ver. 254. Romans of Yeſterday ; that is to ſay, his Slaves, who had their Freedom given 
them, at his Death, | | E 
| Or, 


4 * — : - 
> 4 * 5 . bl <<, ® * 5 
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Or, ſhould thy Neighbour's n Pair * 


Leering a ſoft, a melting, meaning, Glance z 3 | 
Then, would thy Pulſe beat regularly ſlow? 266 
Then, would thy Heart theſe equal Meaſures know ? 


Make a freſh Trial: lo, before you ſpread 
Cold o'ergrown Potherbs, and harſh branny Bread 
Well, Sir, how ſuits the Diet? gracious Powers ! 


D |; | 
What, does it gall that Lady-mouth of ours? 


This Minute, ſee! with pale Affright you ſtare; 
Shivering each Limb, and briſtling every Hair! 
The next, how chang'd! now, boils your Blood with Ire; of 
Now, flaſh your Eye-balls with inceſſant Fire. 5 Ta 


From every Act you do, or Word you add, 275 f a 


Ev'n mad Oreſtes“ ſelf w would ſwear you mad. 


The End of the THIRD SATIRE. 


ARGUMENT. 


LAT O, in one of his Dialogues, introduces Socrates 
P holding a Converſation with Alcibiades, and reprov- 
ing that young Athenian for medling ſo early with State- 
Affairs. Alcibiades was then quite young and unexpert- 
enced ; but being of a Temper very vain and ambitious, 
and preſuming upon his Birth, his Fortune, and the great 
Authority of his Guardian and Relation, Pericles, he looked 
upon himſelf, even at that time, as equal to the moſt im- 
portant Undertakings. | 
THis Dialogue of Plato's, Perſius has in ſome Mea- 
ſure tranſlated : but what the Philoſopher relates as paſſing 
there between Alcibiades and Socrates, the Poet would 
have us apply here to Nero and (his Tutor) Seneca. 
AT the time this Satire was wrote, Nero had not en- 
_ tirely thrown off his Mask; but, whatever Debaucheries 
be might practiſe in ſecret, to the public he ſtill continued 
1 E . o perſonate a Charatter of ſome remaining Virtues. It is 
| £3 for this reaſon, we find Perſius aſſuring him, that no 
s Attions can ever be ſo concealed, but that the World, 
Tome way or other, will come at the X nowledge of them. 
The Compliments of your Flatterers (ſays he) will avail you 
but little: whatever Perfections they may pleaſe to allow 
you, the reſt of Mankind, and your own Conſcience, will 


not fail to preſent you with a very different Account. 
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FOURTH SATIRE 


OF 


P. EN N 


5 W N thus, of old, the bearded awful Sage 
(He, the fam'd Victim of Athenian Rage, 


| Whom Hemlock's fatal Juice from Life remov'd) 
Addreſs d th' aſpiring, forward Youth he lov'd : | 


You then, preſume to guide Affairs of State, a4 
- And load your Shoulders with a Nation's Weight. 

/ | What bleſt Attainments (ſuffer us to aſk) 

q qual my Stripling, to this arduous Taſk ? 


„O tell us you; you, born forſooth, to ſhare 


„The mighty Pericles inſtructive Care! it. 
W Ver. 3. Whom Hemlocts fatal Juice] The Manner of putting State-Criminals to Death at | 
ll Athens, was by poiſoning them with a Liquor expreſſed from the Cicuta; a cold venomous 


Plant, to which our Hemlock is ſuppoſed to bear ſome Affinity. Socrates, having fallen under 


the People's Diſpleaſure, for explaining himſelf too freely upon ſome of their 5 Errors, was 
__ condemned to drink this deadly —— | 


— 
- 


No Marks of Manhood, on your Chin we find; 
But, doubtleſs, many muſt adorn your Mind. 
Bleſs me, ſo young, and fo experienc'd too! 

| What Wonders meet, conſummate Sir, in you / 

; You know, beſure, on every various Head, . Þ 5 


| What ſhould be ſunk in Silence, what be ſaid ! 


| Behold, Sedition thro' the People reigns ; 

Bile rolls im petuous thro? their burning Veins! 

Oh for a Man, their Madneſs to aſſuage, 

And with mild Reaſon, ſtill their clamorous Rage! 20 


22 Eager to ſpeak, and forward to command, 
- ö Lo you ariſe! and wave the ſolemn Hand. 
. eds... eaſe now, that labouring Breaſt: 
© Now fay, what Counſel ſwells to be expreſt? 

| IS I think 


„ „ 


I think my Countrymen ! I think, in This 
e ad unjuſtly ; and in That, amiſs. 
Would ye behave as Reaſon's Rules require? 


Go, to your proper Homes, in Peace retire. + 


For, with nice Hand, the Balance you ſuſtain, 
And weigh out Juſtice, to a ſingle Grain; 30 ö 
Perceive which Side is deſtin'd to prevail, | 
While, as yet doubtful, nods the wavering Scale! | be 
You, if a Line the leaſt from ſtraitneſs ſwerve, 
See it, at once, deflecting to a Curve! Wo 
Or, if the Compaſs ſhould incline awry, 2 36 
Soon you diſcern it, with ſagacious Eye. 

Du trace the Knave, thro? all his doubling Tricks 3 
Then, to his Name, the fatal Letter fix ! 


Ver. 38. The fatal Letter] The Athenian Judges prefixed to the Names of ſuch Criminals as 
they ſentenced to Condemnation, the Letter Theta : i. e. the firſt Letter of the Word which, in 
the Greek Language, ſignified Death. 


2 87 * "On 


* 
- * 


Ah, leave, young Stateſman ! leave ſuch weighty Cares, 


| 


Till Judgment ripen with maturer Years: W 410 10 
For what avails a. varniſh'd outward Skin, ; 
| If an untutor'd Mind remains within? e 1 
| Why to the Crowd, why then this earneſt Suit, B 
The fawning Cringe, and popular Salute? 0 
Let each Anticyra, firſt purge thy Bran; 435 8 


A Taſk, one Hand would attempt in vain. 


. For tell me, pray, reſolve me only this; 

© What makes the Sum of fublunary Bliſs ? - 

| Good Cheer, no doubt; delicious daily Treats; 

[ Soft Pleaſures, ſuppling Oils, and ſunny Heats. 50 
| | That crippled Beldame, who comes hobling by, 

| If alk*d the like, would give the like Reply ; 


: "Ver. 45. Anticyræ Theſe were two Iands, famous for proucing Hellebore. "It note on 
Kt. I. V. 116. 


Vier. 50. Sunny Heats] They uſed to anoint their Bodies, = then baſk in the Sun, to make 0 
their Pores imbibe the Oil. 


N 2 | The 


The fame her Thoughts, her Appetites the ſame : 


Go now, go Wretch! thy uſual Vaunts'proclaim ! 
© 1 ſpring of noble Race; ſee here, in me, . 55 
He great Dinomache's Deſcendant ſeꝰ 
too have Beauty. That we all confeſs, 


But as for Wiſdom, Baucis has not leſs. 


Old goody Baucis, who, in tatter'd Gown, 


Screams out her Herbs to every Slave in Town. 60- 


Into themſelves, how few, how few, deſcend ; | * 4 
And act, at home, the free impartial Friend! | 
None ſee their own, but all, with ready Eye, 
The pendant Wallet on a Neighbour ſpy : = 
All too, with ready Tongue, recount his Shame, 65 
And tack his every Error to his Name. 


You aſk (for Inſtance) © if I e' er have ſeen 


Hectidius Farms? Vecfidius, Whom diyou mean 2 


* 
Ul 


6 Mes 


l the rich Sabine, whoſe Extent of Ground 
© Would tire the wheeling Kite, to meaſure round; 70 
0 That Wretch I mean, of Heav'n and Earth the Scorn, T. 
* With angry Gods, and adverſe Genius bon: PV 
| Him, who (een then, when Steers reſign the Yo, IIn 
© And Ploughs hang uſeleſs on the Croſs- way — 80 


© Ofer his poor mouldy Jar a Niggard ſtands, 55 [P. 
And opes it's pitchy Vent, with bogling Hands. H 
2 Gods, (groans he) ye Powers, propitious grant A 
| « This Day's Profufion may not end in Want ! 4 0377} T 
 c Then on a ſalted Onion makes his Mealz A 
© Spares not a Coat, but munches Sen the Peel: 80 T 
© Nay guzzles (to digeſt this luſcious Cheer) St 


© Dead, acid, mothery Lees, for wholeſom Beer. 
© His Clowns, mean-time, a barley Pudding treats, | 


And makes each Bumpkin chuckle as he eats.” 


Thus on Vectidius Life, do'ſt thou enlarge; 
There.is, who thine ſhall full as freely charge. 


Yes, if thou paſs effeminate away, 
In Oils and Sunſhine, all the ſlothful Day, 
Some one there is (unknown, unthought of) nigh, 


Prompt to retort th* unwelcome harſh Reply : 90 


He then, indignant, ſhall thy Crimes recite, 

And drag each lewder Action forth to Light. 

Tell with what Pains you keep the Member bare, 
And from the Cuſhion, root each manly Hair: 

o That all the Town, their Pathie may approve, 95 
Smooth'd and completed to the Taſte of Love. 


A Buſhof Beard (ſays he) with grizly Grace 
© Comb'd and perfum'd, is cheriſt/d on thy Face; 
© Why muſt thou then, more modeſt Parts deprave? 100. 
* Why ſtrip off that, which bounteous Nature gave? 


* 


£ 
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But take the. Heroes of the Circus round, 


Not any five can clear the ſhrubby Ground. V 
Oils let them pour, with Pincers let them ſtrain, 

vet ſhall Oils ſupple, Pincers tug, in vain : 

© TheFern, deep-rooted, ſhoots o'er all the Soil, 10 5 
And mocks the Harrow's Teeth, and Ploughman's Toil.' I 


S 
Thus in a Circle, Cenſure goes it's Round: 
We give alternate, and receive the Wound: 
Eftabliſh'd Practice has ordain'd it thus 4 
We rail at others, others rail at h e 110 1 
Say tho', the curious World in vain ſhould pry, ( 
Say that thy Faults eſcape the ſharpeſt Eye; | 


Vet, can'ſt thou cheat the Cenſor in thy Breaſt:? 
No, Conſcience calls each Failure to the Teſt. 
B Thy rich broad Belt (it cries) may gild thy Sides, Al! 


But cannot cure the ſecret Sore it hides. 


What 


5 
7 


0 


What tho” the blinded a World pronounee thee ſound, ö 1 
Will not thy Nerves reclaim that feel the Wound? 1 


— 


Perfection's ſelf is center d ſole in me. 120 
What muſt 1 do? inſtruct me how to act. 
Say, can I queſtion, what they ſwear is fact ? 


But lo, my Neighbours with one: Voice agree, 


Wreteh! if the Glimpſe of Gold alarm thy Breaſt, 


While on thy Cheek pale Avarice fits confeſt;: 


If thou purſueſt each Midnight lewd Deſign, '+ 123 
That Luſt can dictate, Luſt inflam'd with Wine; ; 
(Cautious a Guard of Bullies to provide, 


Who back th' Abuſe, and heQor at thy Side) | 
Ver. 127. Cautious a Guard &c.] Nero it ſeems was a kind of Mohock in his Diverſions ; 

and committed numberleſs Indecencies, nay even Robberies and” Cruelties, diſguiſed under the 
Habit of a Slave. Sometimes he met with a vigorous Oppoſition, and at laſt was ſoundly 
beaten : for which Reaſon, he went afterwards attended with a parcel of Gladiators. Caſaubon 
obſerves that it is to this Pexſius here alludes, Si Puteal mult 4 &c. but the Poet (ſays he) de- 


ſignedly left the Words capable of another Conſtruction; to the End that if he ſhould be accuf- 
ed of glancing at the Emperor, by Means of this OY he might elude the — 


IE. 


\ : 


IE The Peruns ſelf with Outrages prophan'd: 130 
| [If ſuch thy Life, go, credit Fame no more, | | 
1 Tho? Mobs applaud, tho Multitudes adore : 

No more to flattering Crowds thy Ear incline, 

Eager to drink the Praile, which is not thine. 


Applauſe unmerited, ſhould move bun. 135 
Give it the cobling Donors, back again. | 
To know thy ſelf, Abroad no longer roam; 


A Compute kh Worth, from what thou find'ſt at Home. 
we 11.4 WW 


5 The End of the Fourth Satire. 


Errors of the Preſs. 


Ack 8 125. after Bl, ket, J inftead of [1]. 
Ver. 128. after agen, make [ ; ] inſtead of I. ]. 
10. Ver. 137. for ſtoned Walls, read foried Walls. 


= —— Ver. 143. for make, read Make. 


Pag. 12. Ver. 170. after Mn d, NN Stop. 
Fag. 24. Ver: 195. after ſtand, put a [;]. | 
| Pag. 23. in the *** for C. ation, read Execution. * 
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